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OKilOA V JO                                901er to Degas, or to Manet. Whistler took Duret out of his environment, dressed him up, thought out a scheme—in a word, painted his idea without concerning himself in the least with the model. Mark you, 1 deny that 1 am urging a try fault or flaw; I am merely contending that WhistlerV art is not modern art, but ehiRsie art—yes, and severely classical, far more classical than Titian's or Volasquoss;—from an opposite pole as classical as In-gros. No Greek dramatist ever sought the synthesis of things more uncompromisingly than Whistler. And he is right. Art is not nature. Art is nature digested. Art is a sublime excrement* Zola and Qon-eourt cannot, or will not tmdorstand that the artistic stomach must be allowed to do its work in its own mysterious fanhioiu If a man is really an artist h© will remember what is. necessary, forget what is useless; but if h©                   h© will interrupt his artistic digestion, and the result will be a lot of little
